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Groan Apart
by Orlando Cartaya
Once upon a time there was a man who wanted adjust to the idea of not having a new car, and that
to remove parts of his body and donate them to the wife was starting to sound like a spoiled soscience but changed his mind after it was too late. and-so just like the doctor’s last ex-wife did to
All the papers were signed, and he was just drift ward the end. Then the doctor decided to change
ing off from the effect of the anesthesia when it hit the subject and asked the nurse if she wanted to go
him like a ton of bricks. Just like that. Hey, this out for a drink. The nurse said no, because of the
isn’t what I want to do at all, thought the man. He last time they went out for a drink and what hap
was trying to call the whole thing off, but he pened after that, and the doctor said she was right
couldn’t get out the words. He heard a chair swivel, to not want to go there. The nurse felt a little sad in
and now the anesthesiologist had his back to him her gut when she heard him agree that it wasn’t a
and was saying something to the nurse, a slim bru good idea to go out for a drink, even if his wife
nette who seemed sensibly attractive except for a was turning into a spoiled so-and-so. They both
lazy right eye. The out-of-kilter eye made her look drove away from the leftover man and his refrig
a little sketchy as she peered out from above her erated donations.
surgical mask. Then the doctor was saying some
A little after that the nurse passed out while
thing about his wife’s car problems, and the man she sat on her Naugahyde couch feeling crummy.
couldn’t talk because of the gas he’d been sniff The TV was playing a late night comedy show and
ing. He was nearly asleep when the doctor turned some leftover sherbert was melting in a carton be
back to him and told him to count backwards from tween the nurse’s legs as she dozed. Meanwhile
a hundred and that he was doing fine. But the man the doctor was home at his place drinking a glass
wasn’t fine because he had a really bad feeling of port and playing chess online. He told his wife
about what was about to happen. And it occurred she could get a new car after all, and the wife was
to him that it was just like the story about the paddle celebrating by ordering a set of commemorative
and creek, and he was really dying to blurt out a coins that were being advertised on TV She didn’t
word or two so he could make his point, but he want the coins for herself, but planned to send them
just fell asleep instead. He just floated away and to her brother, the restaurant owner, who liked com
was gone. It’s just the way things happen some memorative collectibles.
times.
The brother was a nice man, although he never
After they were done cleaning up, the anesthe called his sister no matter how many presents she
siologist turned to the lazy-eyed nurse and said that bought him. He’d had a lot of therapy, and one
his wife was set on getting a new car but that he day after having a breakthrough during a primalwas not going to go for it. He was putting his fist scream session, he just decided he wasn’t ever
down and that was just the way it was going to be. going to call anybody he was directly related to.
The nurse said that she thought the wife would His sister called him and left a message a month
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later to ask him why he didn’t call her after getting
the coins. She’d checked and knew he had signed
his name to the delivery papers— and it was one
more time he was being ungrateful and why
wouldn’t he call to see how she was for Christ’s
sake? The brother erased the message and poured
himself a bowl o f clam chowder he’d brought home
from the restaurant. He didn’t say anything to any
one about his sister’s call, but he thought to him
self that it was an “Oh well, that’s the way it goes”
kind o f a night. And it was.
The donating man had been dead for three
months now, but a few o f the body parts were still
getting around. Most o f the donated organs had
pretty boring stories after being given to science,
except for the liver, and so w e’ll stick with him for
now.
The liver got transplanted into a rock musician
who had gotten his first break singing songs about
America being fed up from being bullied around
by renegade no-goodniks. He sang a ballad that
told about how these countries were going to get
what they had coming. His most famous song had
a part about his mother knowing “right from right”
and bringing him up to be a “son o f a gun.” The
chorus was always a sing-along at arena shows.
All the verses ended with words that rhymed with
USA, such as “pay day,” or “mamma say’d.”
The rock star had a very large collection o f hats,
and always wore one particular fedora on stage.
Once, before an encore, he changed hats and came
out wearing a snakeskin beret. The fans were
against it though, and he was booed off stage in
protest. Since then, he stuck with his fedora, and it
had all gone pretty smoothly.
The rock star was also fond o f livers. He had
been through three in the last few years as a matter
o f fact. He and his most recent liver didn’t see

things eye to eye for very long. In fact the doctors
had called it an early warning rejection. For this
next liver, the rock star did some research and
changed his diet. He hoped to have it go differ
ently this time around, and he really tried to psyche
himself up to try to make it work. He had some
anger management counseling, and he even did
some primal screaming work where he happened
to have met the doctor’s wife’s brother one evening
at alumni reunion night. One thing led to another,
and the rock star got the very liver that was do
nated by the man we were speaking about at the
beginning of this story.
The rock star was upbeat about having a good
run with his new liver. “I've licked it,” he thought.
But then after a week, things started to not work
out. The liver had a real problem with the rock
star, and said “get me out of here or I’ll kill us
both.” The transplant surgeon who had done the
switcheroo with the man’s donated liver said it was
a pickle because the liver was beside itself, and so
they poured a lot of chemicals into the rock star to
try to simmer the liver down, but the liver wasn’t
about to back down because it was a “no means
no” kind of situation, and so the rock star got sick
and both he and the liver died.
The rock star’s fans were sad, and the hats were
auctioned off a few years later. The restaurant
owner brother, who had met the rock star one
screaming alumni night, bought one of the lesser
hats for 300 dollars after getting outbid on two nicer
ones, a beret and a baseball cap that was the very
same baseball cap that the rock star wore as he
was wheeled into the hospital for the last time. At
first the brother felt that was settling for something
he didn’t really want so much, but by the next day,
he’d gotten used to the idea.
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